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FOURTH OF JULY 


I don’t need cannons to celebrate! 
I don’t need Roman candles, 

Or crackers, or snakes, or colored fire, 
Or sparklers with wooden handles. 


This flag is my celebration— 
It stands for my liberty; 
Its colors plain mean Life and Love, 


With Truth and Purity. 


It’s great to know that in our flag, 
Wee Wisdom’s emblems stand— 
That Truth and Love and Purity 


Are ever in our band. 


VoL. XVII JULY, 1912 


A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD 


Bessie Evans PetrinGer 
x 


SE.) HE little farmhouse, nestléd against a shelter- 
ing mountain, sent a curling line of blue smoke 
upward to mingle with the driving, drifting 
wreaths of mist just lifting from the valley. 
It was very early, but Mrs. Johnson had been astir for 
some time. The fire crackled merrily in the stove and 
preparations for breakfast were well under way, for 
this was to be a busy day. The bread must be just far 
enough along for nice light rolls for dinner, and the 
bare, worn floors must have an extra rubbing before the 
strips of rag carpet should be replaced. If the children 
could only have better clothes, but never mind! what 
they had was clean and mended, and that in itself was 
the real consideration. She was rather glad they were 
all asleep, for there would be that much less time to 
get themselves “mussed up.” 

Just two weeks ago this very day Mr. Raymond 
Temple had climbed the mountain road with his auto 
and stopped at the cabin door, asking if the stout, 
happy-faced woman before him was Mrs. Johnson. 
Then followed the whole story of Adrian and the home 
she had found, and the auntie who was at that time on 
her way across the continent to claim the little orphan 
whose name had been the key to the discovery. Mrs. 
Johnson had never cried when hard times visited her 
home, when bread was scarce and clothing scant, when 
the children did without the things which they should 
have had and for which they suffered, but now tears 
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rolled down her cheeks as she clasped her hands in joy 
and listened breathlessly for every word relating to the 
little girl’s great good fortune. 

“I knew the very best would come to her, because 
she never expected anything else, and what was sent to 
her she always insisted was the finest thing, even when 
other folks thought she was misused. You ought to 
seen her there ‘fore her pa died—not enough to eat, 
poor little thing! and yet happy as a lark. And she was 
that proud, too—never took nothing from me, not so 
much as bread, without saying, ‘Now I’m going to sweep 
your floor for you, fore I eat this, ‘cause people ought 
to pay for what they get.’ Often when I’d have some- 
thing left over I knowed she ought to have, I’d call her 
over and say, ‘Adrian, I wish you'd sprinkle down them 
clothes for me, I’m so busy,’ and then after it was done, 
I'd say, ‘Now I must pay you for your help; here, take 
this bit of cornbread home with you; it’s ‘most enough 
for your supper and breakfast.’ She was a lot of com- 
fort to me them days. Yes, sir, I’m a New Thoughter, 
but lots of times it was pretty hard to live up in prac- 
tice what I knew was right, and Adrian was always sure 
to show me the light, no matter how dark things got.” 

Little by littlke Mr. Raymond learned the whole 
story. He saw the wretched surroundings in which the 
child had blossomed like a rare plant amid the weeds, 
and he felt the true goodness of the woman who had be- 
friended her so unselfishly. For him it was one of 
those inspired moments when we catch a full view of 
the real things of life; the beautiful, wonderful, genuine 
things that enter into souls and prepare them for heaven. 

Mrs. Johnson unpacked Adrian’s books which had 
been guarded so carefully, and there, sure enough, was 
“Verna and Paul LaVerne,’ with the date of long ago 
marked across the yellowing page. 

“TI have something else too.” Mrs. Johnson was 
unfastening a small leather bag. “When Adrian’s father 
was very sick he gave me this ring and made me promise 
not to sell it unless the child was actually starving; he 
wanted her to have it when she grew up.” 

Raymond examined the delicate carving for so 
slender a band, and then remarked, “There’s a name 


WEE WISDOM 5 


twisted into these tiny scrolls, but I can’t make it out, 
it’s so worn. Yes, now I see plainly, it’s ‘Adrian La- 
Verne.’ Keep the ring, Mrs. Johnson, and when I bring 
the folks up to see you, as I shall do soon as the roads 
are better, you can give it to her yourself.” 

This was the day they were to come, so no wonder 
the good woman was up and doing early, and why every- 
thing was in such spick and span order. By eleven 
o'clock all the little Johnsons were as clean and shiny 
as soap and water could make them and were grouped 
by the cabin door, “waiting.” Pa Johnson had taken 
the horses to the nearest village where, he had gotten 
word, a very big box was awaiting him. No one could 
guess what was in the box or from where it came, and 
their excitement over it would have been intense had 
the coming of Adrian and her friends not driven all 
other thoughts and interests into the background. 

Ten minutes past eleven (the whole morning had 
been measured off in minutes) a chug, chug, chug was 
heard through the depth of forest, then it grew nearer 
and nearer, while every little Johnson, regardless of 
starched clothes and polished shoes, bolted down the 
road with shrieks of delight resembling the warwhoop 
of earlier days. 

Adrian’s elegance somewhat awed her old play- 
mates, but to Mrs. Johnson she was only the sunny- 
faced little girl she had mothered back in the old shack, 
and her arms drew the child close while she poured out 
her gratefulness that good fortune had come so abun- 
dantly. 

Aunt Verna and Mrs. Temple felt at home with 
Mrs. Johnson at once, and neither of them could say 
enough to prove their gratitude and appreciation of all 
that had been done for the child when she was so utterly 
alone and neglected. Miss Verna would ask again and 
again for every detail, and Adrian and Mrs. Johnson 
would repeat the story, laughing over their misfortunes, 
while the listeners were nearly in tears. 

“It’s my mother’s ring,” exclaimed Miss Verna, 
when the curiously carved trinket was taken from the 
leather bag. “She gave it to Francis when he left for 
school. These books I never saw! I wonder if he could 
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have gotten them for Paul and me, and when the trouble 
came decided not to send them; I wonder!” 

When Pa Johnson arrived with a store-box almost 
as big as the cabin the mystery was cleared away. 

“You see,” Adrian explained, “Aunt Verna and 
Mrs. Temple took me to a ‘normous store and said I 
was to buy anything I wanted, but there wasn’t noth- 
ing—I mean anything—I wanted myself, so I bought 
everything I knew other folks wanted. O, there is the 
beautifulest glass washboard in that box! Just the 
kind- you wanted when you was—you were doing Brad- 
ly’s wash. And there’s clothes enough in there to last 
the kids for a year, and the goodest things to eat! 
There’s a dozen cans of pineapple for Sam, and all 
sorts of dolls for Jennie and the baby... And Mrs. 
Johnson, I got you the most elegant big woolen shawl, 
‘cause I burnt that big hole in your old one when I was 
fixin’ the lamp—don’t you ‘member? And I got a pair 
of suspenders for Pa Johnson, with wide straps ‘at won’t 
hurt his shoulders like his old ones used to. Get me the 
ax, Sam! Let’s open it up; I just ’most bought the 
store out of shoes and stockings, but the hair ribbons! 
There’s just yards and yards of every lovely ribbon I 
seen—I saw.” 

In the midst of Mrs. Johnson’s remonstrance Miss 
Verna took her hand. “Please don’t spoil her pleasure 
by even suggesting that she had no right to get them 
for you. She has been so happy we just let her buy 
what she pleased, feeling sure you would accept them 
as tokens of love from her generous little heart. Re- 
member it was from you she accepted charity with never 
a thought of ever being able to recompense you.” 

“Yes, you are right,” replied the sensible woman; 
“T’ll let her give them to us as if she were my own 
child, but dear me, was there ever such a box full of 
elegant things!” 

Pa Johnson and Mr. Raymond had a long business 
talk, the result of which was a financial arrangement 
whereby Mr. Johnson found it easy to support his fam- 
ily in comfort and send the children to school with the 
best advantages. 

As the chug, chug of the motor grew fainter and 
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fainter, Mrs. Johnson turned to her husband. “She’s 
gone off to be a great lady, to live in a palace and have 
everything that money can buy, but it won’t spoil her 
none—it won’t harm her the least in the world, ’cause 
it—it reminds me of something that used to be in my 
school reader—‘Kind hearts are more than coronets, and 
simple faith than Norman blood,’ and she’s got ’em both.” 
(The end.) 


THE BUSY LITTLE ANTS 
Mary Brewerton Wirt 


A little ant was crawling 
Around an ant-hill white, 
A little ant was crawling 
With all his little might. 
The little ant was patient, 
He turned this way and that, 
Until he reached his little door, 
And there he simply sat. 
Whereat a comrade soon appeared, 
Right through the opening small; 
Then both began a steep ascent 
Along the garden wall; 
And there, if you'll believe me, 
Lay a beetle fat and wide; 
The ants together clasped him 
And dragged him on his side. 
Down and down the steep descent 
Until they reached their hill, 
They bore him thro’ the opening 
And thus across the sill, 
And stored him in the pantry 
Upon a shelf of sand, 
Where hungry little baby ants 
Might have a meal at hand! 
* * * * * 
If little children gladly tried, 
As little ants are said to do— 
They'd soon accomplish wonders, 
As you must know, is true! 
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THE STRING PINKIE PULLED 


Harriet Matone Hopson 


“This is just the very beautifulest day that ever 
I did see, Pinkie!” There was a blithe chirp in Tommy 
Brown’s voice as he nodded his head at the little girl on 
the bank, and splashed the water high with both bare 
feet. 

“T never did see such a big, sunshiny sun, Tommy ! 
agreed Pinkie graciously, beaming down into the sr-all 
boy’s unturned face. “And Tommy Brown, just you 
snifle real hard with your nose, and see what lovely 
smells the flowers have in the air!” Pinkie curled up 
the tiny knob in the middle of her dimpled face as she 
spoke, and sniffed at the rose-scented breeze that was 
sailing by. 

“It’s awful sweet smelly,” agreed Tommy with a 
snuffle; at the same time kicking the sparkling water 
high above his head. “But I tell you for true, Pinkie, 
the smell just ain’t nothing to the feel of this water on 
your bare toes! Just you come right on down here and 
try it for your very own self, and then you'll know.” 

And then it happened! Pinkie pulled the string, 
you know! Her round face had been so full of heart 
sunshine all day that grandmother said it would have 
made the whole house bright, even if the rain had been 
pouring outside. And all the way to the bank of the 
stream the sunshine had stayed with Pinkie, seeming to 
actually be caught in her bobbing curls, as well as in 
each bright blue eye, while it peeped out from every 
smile and dimple on the tiny girl’s face. 

But now, when Tommy said come down into the 
water, all the smiles popped out of sight, and Pinkie’s 
small face puckered up in the most astonishing fashion. 
The corners of her mouth turned down straight towards 
her toes, and right between her eyes came two deep 
tucks that drew her delicate brows together. At that 
same moment her red lips drew up in a tight wad, and 
every bit of the fly and the sheeny gleam left her bob- 
bing curls. Another creature seemed to have suddenly 
taken the clothes and the form of the happy, sweet little 
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girl who had stood on the bank of the stream a second 
before. 

“Come right on down and in!” invited Tommy 
again, with an enticing splash. “It’s just getting nicer 
and nicer, Pinkic!” ‘Tommy had been so busy trying 
to stare a bullfrog out of countenance that he had failed 
to see the marvelous transformation going on in the 
little girl on the bank. 

“T don’t want to come down there in that old dirty 
puddle, Tommy Brown, not a single bit! So there 
now!” The croaky voice was so entirely different from 
the merry chirp that had recently greeted him, that 
Tommy forgot all about the bullfrog, to stare at Pinkie. 

“Oh! I say, what’s the matter with you?” he de- 
manded, looking up at her out of wide, astonished brown 
eyes. “I thought you loved this branch as much as I do, 
Pinkie.” Tommy’s voice had lost a lot of its chirp, too, 
and between his merry eyes were two lines that had not 
been there when he came out to play that morning. 

“Well I don’t love it, not a mite!” snapped Pinkie, 
all her puckers and creases and tucks growing deeper, 
while her voice was so cross it had an edge to it like a 
pocket-knife—a real sharp one, too! “And I'll just 
thank you not to say things to me any more, Tommy 
Brown!” 

“Why-y-, you are an old scratchie cat! That's 
what you are, all right!” snorted Tommy, hunching up 
his shoulders, and thrusting his brown fists deep into his 
pockets. “You just are, all right!” he repeated, nodding 
his curly head emphatically as he spoke. 

And then Pinkie stamped her foot and turned her 
small back squarely on Tommy Brown, her face puck- 
ering up still tighter and the creases between her bonny 
eyes growing so deep they actually squeezed two big 
tears out! 

“I’m going right straight home!” sniffed the afflicted 
Pinkie, mopping her eyes on her apron. 

“T just wish you would and stay there, too!” was 
Tommy’s wrathful and ungallant retort. At the same 
moment he hunched up his shoulders still higher under 
his ears and waded off alone down the stream. Pinkie 
turned around to stare miserably at Tommy’s indignant 
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back, and then she gave a sob and a gulp, and started 
on a run for home as fast as her little slippered feet 
could carry her. 

“It was all because mother told me I mustn’t go in 
the water today ‘cause my throat is still sore!” wailed 
a very limp and damp blue bunch, as Pinkie burrowed 
head first into grandmother’s lap a few minutes later. 

“T just wanted to go in, but the bigger the want to 
wade grew, the madder I got, and I wouldn’t tell Tommy 
Brown so a single bit!” 

“T see,” grandmother smiled wisely, as her head 
rested on the tumbled curls that spread in a golden 
shower over her knee. “And—all the smiles and sun- 
shine was pulled inside, and all the puckers and the 
twists came out, eh?” She spoke in the tone that always 
made Pinkie’s crossness melt and disappear like frost 
before the sun. 

“That's it,” came in a very small, muffled voice from 
the depths of her lap. ‘“That’s just right plum it, 
grandmother. I-I got my strings twisted real awful 
this time!” And Pinkie sniffed dolefully. 

“T know, dear,” said the kind voice, and at the same 
moment the very kindest and tenderest hands in the 
whole big world pulled the little girl up in grand- 
mother’s lap. 

“Strings—strings is awful hard things to hang on 
to,” said Pinkie, shaking her head wisely. “At least— 
it’s mighty awful hard to pull ’em right.” 

“Not a bit!” was the cheery reply, while grand- 
mother smiled so kindly into the flushed face raised to 
hers that a tiny dimple at once popped out in Pinkie’s 
cheek to meet it. “You see, dearie, it’s just this way. 
The end of the smiling string and the end of the frown- 
ing string both rest right in your own little heart. One 
is tied fast to love, and you know love reaches right 
straight to God, and when we keep our hearts full of 
loving thoughts of him, why, we love everything and 
everybody so much that the smiles can’t come fast 
enough.” 

“And—the more we smile our smiles, the faster 
some more come,” said Pinkie, whose little round face 

had lost all its creases and was very sweet and thoughtful. 
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“That is the way smiles and frowns both work,” 
replied grandmother, nodding her lovely white head at 
the golden one that began to bob back at her. “When 
anger creeps in it drives love out, and just draws our 
heart up so tight it twists all the cross strings where 
the frowns are, just lots of them, ready to spring out 
at whoever comes along. Tommy Brown didn’t do a 
thing to you just now; it all came, every bit of it, right 
straight—” 

Grandmother paused, and smiled down into the 
earnest face raised to hers. Two deep red roses sud- 
denly bloomed in Pinkie’s cheeks. Her eyes fell, then 
were lifted to look straight into grandmother’s with a 
glance that was as clear and honest as it was direct. 

“They just really and truly did, Grandmother Ben- 
nett,” said Pinkie slowly, nodding her head as she spoke 
with an emphasis that made every bright curl dance a 
separate joy jig. “They all came right out of my very 
own inside.” 

“That's it,’ smiled grandmother. “And now—what 
are you going to dowabout it, Pinkie Bennett? You know 
when we pull the wrong string, the very next thing 
is to—” 

“Pull the right one!” chirped Pinkie, all her beams 
back, and all the light again in her bright eyes. “I’m 
all filled up with love again, and now I’m going straight 
back to the stream and tell Tommy Brown all about it.” 

The small girl scrambled out of grandmother’s lap 
as she spoke, and started to the door. 

“Do,” called grandmother, as the small blue figure 
darted into the hall on feet that had gotten every single 
bit of their happy spring back. “And watch real hard, 
Pinkie, and see if your smiles don’t start Tommy’s to 
working so hard and so fast, that you two will be the 
very happiest little pair in this part of the town.” . 


Neat month is the Birthday party. Be sure to 
come and bring any friends who wish to come with you. 
Lots of Wees are going to be there. You are expected. 


“A soft answer turneth away wrath.” 
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BERRY TIME—A MERRY 


Emma Harrinotron 


Oh! berry time is a merry time, 
So off to the woods we go, 

To get full measure of God’s sweet treasure, 
While softly the breezes blow. 


The birds and the bees flit ’round thro’ the trees 
And share our feast today; 

We fear no thing—the bees won't sting, 
For all are comrades gay. 


And e’en the snake his share may take; 
We know that the law of Love 

Will work like a charm to keep us from harm, 
And make him as kind as a dove. 


Oh! yes, berry time is a merry time, 
With hearts filled with joy and praise, 

God’s bounty we share and have no care, 
While songs of thanks we raise. 


TIME 
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TWO SPANISH STORIES 


Translated from the Spanish by 
IsaBeEL Frances McLeop 


No. 1 
THE MOST BEAUTIFULLY ADORNED 


LONG time ago, in a beautiful kingdom, lived 

a good and noble king. One day it occurred 

to him to have an infantile contest, at which 

the most beautifully adorned little girl should 
receive a prize. 

It is impossible to imagine what enthusiasm the 
prospect of such a contest awoke in the city. Mothers 
had not a moment of rest, constructing the dainty little 
gowns of silk, gauze, lace, etc., and jewelsmiths were 
rushed designing and executing beautiful jeweled adorn- 
ments. 

The contest! The contest! That was all that was 
talked about for days and weeks before. The children 
chattered of it constantly, naming the ones they thought 
likely to win the prize; yet, secretly, down deep in their 
hearts, each hoped to win it. 

The day of the contest came at last. Some wished 
for more time in which to prepare, while some were im- 
patient for the hour to arrive. 

And such a gathering! The most beautiful salon 
in the palace was decorated for the occasion, and there 
sat the monarch in his robes of state. How can I de- 
scribe the beautiful children who were there? Such a 
gathering was never seen before or since, I imagine. 

Such exquisite little gowns of sheerest, finest silk, 
from far-off lands; costly laces, some heavily embroid- 
ered and jeweled, some thin as a spider’s web; materials 
of such a gauzy texture as to resemble the spray of a 
waterfall, and all of the most delicate shades blended 
together; little silken slippers all worked with jewels; 
rich and dainty necklaces on their little white throats; 
beautiful bracelets and rings on their soft white arms 
and hands. Oh! they were indeed robed with elegance 
and taste, these small aspirants for the prize. 

Smiling and chattering, with flushed faces and 
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sparkling eyes, they moved gracefully to and fro be- 
tween the decorations of banks of roses, palms, ferns, 
and other rare flowers and plants, their little voices 
mingling with the splash of fountains and soft strains of 
. music. 

Finally the time came for the contest to be decided, 
and as the king let his gaze rove over the crowd, his 
heart was glad to think that there were so many sweet 
and beautiful children in his kingdom. 

A hush fell over the gathering. How long the mo- 
ments seemed that the king gazed at them intently! But 
his eyes continually returned to a little child who was 
standing in a corner a little apart from the rest. Such 
a sweet little face she had, sweet and gentle and kind, 
it seemed as if loving thoughts were reflected in it; such 
beautiful, large, dark eyes and such a head of coal black 
hair falling in soft curls over her shoulders. She was 
garbed in an immaculate white dress of sheerest gauze 
that fell-in soft folds about her, and her only adornments 
were a wreath of violets on her little dark head, and 
other flowers distributed over her person that cast an 
elusive fragrance about her. 

At last the king said to her: “Come nearer, little 
one. Why do you stand apart from your companions?” 

In the hush that followed, one could plainly hear 
her musical voice as she replied: “Sir, my mother and 
father were not able to buy a dress for me that I might 
compete for the prize. -I only came to see the rest in 
their beautiful dresses and jewels. My mother did not 
wish me to come, but I was so anxious to see who would 
win the prize I could not stay at home and,—Oh! aren’t 
they beautiful? But,” she added quickly, “if I have in- 
truded, I implore your highness’ pardon.” 

“No,” said the monarch, “you have not intruded. 
The contest was open to all, and when I said that the 
prize should go to the most beautifully adorned child I 
did not mean the most costly adorned. No. I meant 
the one with the most appropriate adornment for a child. 
And what could be more beautiful than a pure white 
garb, the symbol of a pure heart, and God’s own orna- 
ments, the flowers? You are dressed with the exquisite 
elegance of simpleness and cleanliness and your grace 
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and innocence are surrounded by the fragrance of the 
flowers you wear. To you I award the prize.” 


No. 2 
THE WINDS 


From the north and from the south, from the east 
and from the west came all the tempestuous and boister- 
ous winds, howling and roaring furiously. They gath- 
ered frequently at this lair to tell each other what they 
had been doing. 

“T,” cried the North Wind, whistling with fury and 
full of pride, “have uprooted the stoutest trees that were 
in my way; I have blown down cabins that I came 
across; I have scattered behind me the flowers and the 
harvests, and I have gloried in the groans and cries of 
the terrified laborers.” 

“Good! Very good! Oh, mighty North Wind!” 

“And then,” continued the North Wind, “I hunted 
the widest space for my ire and my prowess, so I flung 
myself out to sea, where, in my track, the waves tossed 
mountains high; and how it pleased me to torment them 
till they roared like wounded beasts. Terribly did I 
lash my wings against the reefs, and with one breath 
I dashed against the rocks of the coast the ships, in 
which, pale and trembling, human pride sought refuge. 
Then, implacable still, I returned to the shore and 
rocked, triumphantly roaring, over the remains of the 
ships that had drifted up.” 

At that a great cheer arose from the winds: 

“Hurrah for the North Wind! Hurrah!” 

Just then a light breeze entered, sighing. 

“What good have you done?” they asked her with 
a sneer. 

“Let her tell of her exploits,’ shouted one. 

“Let her recount her victories,” said the West Wind. 

The North Wind disdainfully turned his back to her. 

“I, my brothers,” replied the breeze in the sweetest 
of voices and without any touch of resentment, “have 
refreshed with my breath, and I have lovingly covered 
with my wings flowers that were withering, embraced 
by the hot rays of the sun; I have filled the sails of ves- 
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sels and helped them on to their ports; I have carried 
dewdrops to thirsty little birds; I have caressed the 
fatigued laborer in his sleep; I have cooled the waves 
of the brooklet and I bring, in my wings, the perfume of 
grateful violets. 

“Far from intoning chants of hatred and desolation 
over ruins, I have softly exhaled in the woods rumors of 
love and songs of hope. The mariners and laborers 
bless me with tenderness. My glory is spotless and 
breathes the delicate perfume of the flowers. 

“You see what I have done and with it I am satis- 
fied, though never proud.” 

Then a playful little zephyr exclaimed, 

“Blest is the Gentle Breeze!” 


PRAYER IN THE PILLOW 


One. night the mother of two little girls was away 
at bed time, and they were left to do as they would. 

“T am not going to pray tonight,” said Lillian, when 
she was ready for bed. 

“Why, Lillian!” exclaimed Amy, with round eyes of 
astonishment. | 
“T don’t care; I am not going to. There isn’t any 


use. 

So she tumbled into bed, while Amy knelt and 
prayed. The little prayer finished, and the light :ex- 
tinguished, Amy crept into bed. There was a long si- 
lence; then Lillian began to turn restlessly, giving her 
pillow a vigorous thump, and saying crossly, “I wonder 
what is the matter with this pillow?” Then came a 
sweet little voice from Amy’s side of the bed, “I guess 
it’s "cause there isn’t any prayer in it.”—Ez. 

If you are a Booster and have not yet received 
your letter, write Royal and ask him why you haven't 
heard from him. 


Love is the key to gentleness. It is something 
which everyone appreciates, from mamma and papa to 
even kitty. 


WEE WISDOM 
A PARABLE 


Once upon a time there was a great king who em- 
ployed his people to weave for him. The silk and wool 
and patterns were also given by the king, and he looked 
for diligent work people. He was very indulgent, and 
told them when any difficulty arose to send for him and 
he would help them, and never fear troubling him, but 
to ask for help and instruction. 

Among many men and women busy at their work 
was one little child, whom the king did not think too 
young to work. Often alone at her work, cheerfully and 
patiently she labored. One day, when the men and 
women were distressed at the sight of their failures— 
the silks were tangled and the weaving unlike the pattern 
—they gathered around the child, and said: 

, “Tell us how it is that you are so happy in your 
work. We are always in difficulties.” 

“Then why do you not send to the king?” said 
the little weaver; “he told us that we might do so.” 

“So we do, night and morning.” 


“Ah!” said the child, “but I send directly I find 
I have a little tangle.”—Great Thoughts. 


GOLDEN KEYS 


A bunch of golden keys is mine, 

To make each day with gladness shine. 
“Good morning!” that’s the golden key 
That unlocks every day for me. 

When evening comes, “Good night!” I say, 
And close the door of each glad day. 
When at the table, “If you please,” 

I take off from my bunch of keys. 

When friends give anything to me, 

I'll use the little “Thank you” key. 
“Excuse me,” “Beg your pardon,” too, 
When by mistake some harm I do. 

Or if unkindly harm I’ve given, 

With “Forgive me” I shall be forgiven. 
On a golden ring these keys I'll bind; 
This is the motto, “Be ye kind.”—E.wchange. 


WEE WISDOM 


SWEETEST STORY EVER TOLD 
Conducted by Liva H. Harpy 
Series I. 

THE INFANT MARY 


Fal OD in his goodness sent a Light-bearer to point 

fam) the way out of sin and darkness.” 

ary The Bible speaks of the Christ as the true 
light which lighteth every man that cometh 

into the world. 

This true light, this Christ, just as it was in Jesus, - 
is in each one of us, and will show us the right way every 
moment, if we will only let it. 

The Christ of each one of us is the J Am, or the 


The Birth of Mary 


real self—the perfect self, which is always’ well and 
happy. 

This self we do not see. The things we see pass 
away, the Good Book says, while the things we do not 


see, live on forever. 
When we remember that this self which we do not 
see, this J Am self, is the Christ-child, we never say of 
it, “I am sick,” or “I am tired.” The Christ-child is 
never anything but perfect. 
Now besides the perfect self of us, there seems to 
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be the self of the world—the self we see, and which, 
without the Light that lighteth every man, is selfish, 
cross and unlovely. This is the “I will” self, which can 
will to do right or will to do wrong. 

Long, long ago people knew only the real self—the 
Christ—whose clear, pure light went on before them, 
pointing every step along the shining path of God’s love. 

These people lived in their beautiful home, the Gar- 
den of Eden, and worked together with God the Good; 
and because they sent only kind, loving thoughts to ev- 
erybody and everything, only kind, loving thoughts came 
back to them. 

After a while these same people got to thinking 
about the things in the outside world. Their thoughts 
were on these outside things so much that by and by they 
forgot all about the Christ-child within. Instead of let- 
ting the real J Am self shine out the true light, they let 
the “I will” self go right ahead without the Christ, for- 
getting that “It is God that worketh through man.” 

People cannot change God’s work, but they can 
spoil their own good work by walking in a path away 
from God. When they do this, weeds of doubt, fear and 
unbelief choke up the shining path, and they fall so far 
out of the way of it, that they cannot even tell where it 
is or how to find it. This is just where the people were, 
when God the Good sent a Light-bearer into the world 
to show them the way back to the dear heavenly Father. 

Out of all the sin and confusion God said, “Let 
there be light,” and right away there came into the world 
a beautiful, perfect child of God, whose mother’s name 
was Anna, and whose father’s name was Joachim. 

At this time the people in the world were very 
wicked. They were a sinful, wavering people, and yet 
among them were those who were pure and Christ-like. 
Joachim and Anna were such, and so were their parents 
and their grandparents. 

Joachim and Anna named their baby Mary, and it 
is written that when she was born “Angels with garments 
like the light of. the sun announced the glad tidings of 
the birth of a Savior’s mother.” 

It is said that the love between Anna and Joachim 
was beautiful. In the Apocrypha (books which were 
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once in the Bible, but which are now left out) we read 
of their pure, holy lives. 

They lived in Nazareth and Galilee. Joachim was 
a man of great love and faith, and understood the Law 
of God. Anna was known for her beauty, her purity and 
her goodness. 

It is said that at the birth of Mary, Joachim made 
a great party in her honor. He felt that since God had 
given him so much, he should show his thankfulness by 
showing love and kindness to needy children. 

He was a very wealthy man, but he sent not his in- 
vitations to the rich and honored. They were sent into 
the highways and byways, to the poor, the lame and the 
blind, who not only enjoyed the great party, but who 
returned to their homes with many gifts of food, clothing 
or whatever they seemingly needed. 

When little Mary was three years old Joachim and 
Anna took her to Jerusalem to the great temple, to be 
blessed, as was the custom in those days. ; 

“And when she was put down before the door of the 
temple she went up the fifteen steps so swiftly that she 
did not look back at all; nor did she, as children are wont 
to do, seek for her parents. Whereupon her parents, 
each of them anxiously seeking the child, were both alike 
astonished until they found her in the temple, and the 
priests of the temple wondered.” 

The high priest was a very great prophet, and when 
he saw the child he said: “Behold this child will be the 
mother of an honored prophet and a master of the law. 
She shall abide within this holy temple of the Lord.” 

Mary did abide within the temvle of the Lord, where 
she was taught from the Scriptures, and she delighted 
in God’s law. This teaching, though, was only a very 
poor symbol or sign of the real teaching of the Spirit of 
Truth, which unfolded within her own body, the perfect 
temple of the living God not made with hands. 

It doesn’t cost anything to be a Booster, but you 
must be a live Wisdom. 


What we give, we surely get; love for love and 
fret for fret. 


WEE WISDOM 
WS) 
WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB 


| Royal, Secretary 


So another month has rolled by, and we have al- 
ready spent nearly four. weeks of our vacation! My, 
how the time flies! And what happy days we are having 
this summer with the Booster Club. 

I have just sent out the letters of instruction to the 
little Wisdoms who asked to be members, and if you 
have not already asked to be enrolled on the list, you 
had better get your name in at once so that I can send 
you a nice, long letter, telling you all about the Club. 
When you know that the members will have pins and 
stamps, and a real live Club, you will want to belong. 
Get started while the vacation is still here! 


This month there are several good Wisdoms who 
have words for us. What is it, John? 
Zillah, Wash. 
Dear Were Wispom—This is my second letter. I have 
written once before to join the Booster Club, and I like you 
very much. My address is just plain John Schooley, Zillah, 
Washington. I live on a farm, and have a pet hen whose 
name is Brownie. She will lie on her back on my lap, stretch 
her head and feet straight out and pretend she is dead. 
Sometimes I will take a piece of bread and hold it about four 
feet from the ground and she will jump for it, like a dog, 
and she most always gets it, too. We used to have a little 
dog named Cesar, but he got to killing chickens, so we took 
him to a place about four miles out of Zillah, called Top- 
penish, and left him there. If I had been taking Wee Wispom 
then, I would have demonstrated that he would quit killing 
our chicks. Yours ever, John Schooley. 


You bet that John is a live Booster, and we are 
mighty glad that he came to speak at this meeting! 

But speaking of Boosters, here is Donald, secretary 
of the Crystal Truth Club, of Brandy City, Cal. He 
writes a good letter, and sends me a monkey pin like 
the Crystal Truth Club wears, and also the cutest 
litle pennant that you ever saw. I think that I had 
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better take the picture of both and have them for you in 
the Birthday number next month: 


Brandy City, Cal. 
Dear Royal—We decided to send you one of our new mon- 
key pins to show you what they look like. Don’t you think the 
stick-pins are best. We had the clasp pins before, and they 
were always breaking off. We are also sending you one of 
our new pennant badges. The girls of the Club are making 
them. We are making a pennant in our garden, of pink and 
white daisies. We all enjoy the Wee Wispom. Love to the 

Wees everywhere. Donald V. Strandberg, Sec. 


And now from far off on a ranch.in California 
comes the voice of Ruby who wants to join the Booster 
Club and say a few words to us: 

Calabasas, Los Angeles Co., Cal. 
Dear Werte Wispvom—I would like to join the Booster Club 
very much. I had just organized a club of my schoolgirl 
friends when I heard of the Booster Club, and I had decided 
to get our-girls to join the Booster Club, but I came ‘out to 
our country home where I could be very quiet for a while. 
My parents have decided it is best for me to remain here 
during the summer. Our ranch has one hundred and twenty 
acres in the Las Virgins canyon, right in a beautiful little 
round valley, nestled in among the tall mountain peaks, with 
the Malibu River, which is filled with mountain trout, running 
through it. We have many large oak trees, and our camp 
is nestled in a nice little grove ‘of them. I have a sweet 
little playmate who lives on the ranch. Her name is Victoria 
Goodin, and we read and enjoy Wee Wispom so much to- 
gether. I have two subscriptions to send you, and twenty 
cents, for which I would like to receive the Wee Wispom Baby 
on the Easter number. Send the baby to my summer address. 
The other day we found a dear little bird’s nest, filled with 
eggs, in my sun-hat. All Nature seems to be awake, this 
happy May-time. The birds are nesting, and singing like 
their little throats would break, and the golden-yellow poppies, 
as well as many other wild flowers cover the fields. How I 
wish the Booster Club could all be here to enjoy this beau- 
tiful country with me. Now good-bye, with lots of love to all 
the Wee Boosters. I remain an ardent admirer, 
Ruby Lucile Mead. 
Care of Whiting & Mead Ranch. 
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Wouldn’t you like to live out on a ranch? I think 
that it must be great. We know that Ruby is a good 
- loyal Booster, and will make her home town feel the 
Wee Wispom thrill when she goes back. 


Jennie and Anna Sheldon have a few words for us. 
Here is the picture of their dog, “Prince Angelos” : 


Ventura, Cal. 
Dear Wr Wispom—My sister Anna and I enjoy Wee 
Wispom very much. We have a dear 
little puppy, just six inches high. When 
we play croquet, he chases the balls and 
rolls them around. We have four black 
cats, and next week my sister will bring 
us two tiger-cats. We also have two 
dogs, one “Prince Angelos,” or “Prince 
of the Angels,” and the other “Tip.” I 
am inclosing a picture of “Prince An- 
gelos.” I hope a Wee will write to me. 
Prince Angelos Jennie May Sheldon. 


Norma has a: good word for the little story which 
appeared in the last Wee Wispom, named Carino. What 
do you think of her idea of the meaning of the story? 


East Oakland, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little girl eight years old. 
I enjoy reading you very much. I must tell you how much 
I enjoyed “Carino.” I think it has an inner meaning. I 
think it means that Carino is the higher self, and the King, 
the personal man. As soon as he listened to the voice of 
Carino, he was happy. I liked the story of “Genie,” and I 
liked all the Wees’ letters about their pets. I have a pet, 
too. He is a large white, pet bulldog. He is a beauty, too, 
and I just love him and he loves me. If I raise my bed- 
room window very high, he jumps in on my bed. If he 
cannot get in at the window, he comes to my door and 
scratches. His name is “Matt.” He is very large, though he is 
only ten months old. He is larger than a collie. Love to all 

the Wees, and yourself. Norma C. Kiefer. 


Isabel MacLeod has translated some more Spanish 
stories for us, and wants a lot of sample Wer Wispoms 
to give out to her friends. She translated the stories for 
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us so well that I think we had better send her a vote of 
thanks! Don’t you? 

Goldie Holt, 40 Osgood St., Salem, Mass., wants 
to be a Booster, and also wants the Wees to write her 
this summer. She also sends us a little verse that she 
has learned, ““The Forge-me-not.” We are glad to have 
her with us, and hope that she will come often. Mildred 
V. Lee sends us a California poppy from Los Angeles. 
We are so glad to get it. 

Jennie Springer, of Detroit, wishes us to hold her 
for strength. Be sure to remember her and send her 
a strong thought. 

Here is Tillie E. Latterell of Foley, Minn., who 
wants to be a Booster. Welcome, Tillie! 

Just yesterday, Katherine Myers of Chicago, a cute 
little Wisdom, came in to see me as she was passing 
through Kansas City, and I was so glad to see her, 
for she had the real Booster Spirit, and is going to 
form a Club when she gets back home. 

Now a word about the Birthday Number which will 
be printed next month. You know, don’t you, that 
you must supply all the material which goes into it? 
Let every Wee write a letter, a story, a verse, or draw 
a picture for it! I wish that each organized Booster 
Club would send in its picture, so that we could show 
the other Wees what a fine bunch we have. Now 
Crystal Truth Club, Four-Leaf Clover Club, More Love 
Society, and all the rest of you dear Wees who have 
not yet chosen names, please send in your pictures so 
that we may have you at our party? And instruct your 
secretary to send us a nice letter telling us what you 
are doing. Will you? We are waiting for them. 

Every Wee send in something for the Birthday 
Party and make it so joyous that it will have to lap 
over into the next month. I am expecting to hear from 
every one of you and want you to join the Booster, too. 
Write to me now while you have time. 


This sweet law, dear Lord, I know: I will reap the 
good I sow. 


“Thoughtfulness is a virtue.” 


WEE WISDOM 
GRACE’S VERSION 


Marion Irons 


We had gone to church that morning 
With our sweet little cousin Grace, 
Who, heeding a low, whisper’d warning, 
Sat listening with thoughtful face 
To the choir, who were sweetly singing, 
Of Christ and his shepherd-like care; 
Of the sheep and the lambs he was bringing 
From the byways his love to share. 


And the tune of that song seemed ringing 
In our dear little cousin’s head; 

After church she began low singing, 
And her song on the soft breeze sped. 

How he fed his flock she was telling, 
Then stop’t, looking very perplexed, 

On the words her mind was not dwelling, 
She had forgotten what came next. 


But suddenly her wee hands smiting, 
As she thought of the day before, 
When papa looked ready for fighting, 
’Cause his hand was hurt in the door; 
And again her sweet song came floating, 
And was heard by folks on the walk, 
Who at once were eagerly noting 
‘How “he’s going to feed his flock.” 


But they almost doubted their hearing 
When “feed like the dickens,” was heard, 
And as the small singer is nearing, 
Their hearts to deep laughter are stirred. 
On bass note, not treble, she’s dwelling, 
With papa Tom’s emphasis plain, 
“How he feeds his flock” she’s yet telling, 
“Like the dickens” ends each refrain. 


Blithely she sang, not once heeding 
How her father’s face flushed with shame, 
But mother said smiling, yet pleading, 
“Tom, really the child’s not to blame; 
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She’s a lesson unconsciously teaching, 
To others as well as to me; 

Past words are not dead, but out-reaching, 
And a bane or a blessing may be.” 


THE FORGET-ME-NOT 


“When to the flowers beautiful 

The Father gave a name, 

Back came a little blue-eyed one— 
All timidly it came; 

‘Dear God, the-name thou gavest me, 
Alas, I have forgot.’ 

Then kindly looked the Father down, 
And said: ‘Forget-me-not.’ ” 

—Selected by Goldie Holt. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, Juty 14 
THE SEED IN FOUR KINDS OF SOIL.—Mark 4:1-20. 


Golden Text: “Receive with meekness the engrafted word, 
which is able to save your souls.”—James 1:21. 


On the seashore one day, Jesus began to talk to the people. 
The crowd grew so great that he got into a boat and rowed 
out a little to have more room. He told them about the plant- 
ing of seed in different kinds of soil and how it grew. 

The seed Jesus spoke of is a good thought. The soils 
represent our minds. Let us pretend that the seed we are ; 
planting is this—“God is love.” Now if we have been holding 
hate-thoughts until we have made a hard, solid wall in our 
hearts, the seed at first cannot get in, and before it has time 
to work its way in, another hate-thought comes along and 
swallows it. 

That is like sowing seeds on hard, beaten ground where 
the fowls of the air come and eat them. 

Or suppose we are glad to know that God is love, and 
say it over and over the first day, but the minute anything 
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bothers us we forget to use it. ‘That is like sowing seed in 
shallow earth. It springs up all right, but the hot sun soon 
dries it. Then, again, suppose we accept the seed and say God 
is love, faithfully, until we look around and see many things 
which make us think God is not love, then we begin to doubt. 
That is like sowing seed in good ground, but allowing thorns 
to grow up and smother it. 

The right way is to plow our ground; that is, turn our 
minds over and break up all hate-thoughts; then plant our 
‘seed and watch carefully that no thorns or doubts are al- 
lowed to spring up. The seed will grow and flourish and the 
harvest will be health and joy and the love of everyone we 
know. 


Lesson 3, JuLy 21 


THE GROWTH OF THE KINGDOM.—Mark 4:26-32; 
Matt. 13:33. 

Golden Text: “Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in 
earth, as it is in heaven.”—Matt. 6:10. 

The main point in this lesson is the fact that great things 
may grow from small beginnings. Jesus tells of the mustard, 
which is the smallest of seeds, and grows to be the largest of 
herbs. As we learned in the last lesson, seed represents 
thought. So if we send out a little thought of love and truth, 
we do not know into what a great good it may grow. It may 
be the wedge which, entering someone’s mind, will make way 
for a knowledge of the Truth that will make him happy. It 
may bring back to us, in a way of which we would never 
dream, the very thing we most want. Let us sow our seed- 
thoughts whenever we can. We do not know what a wealth of 
good may come from them. 


Lesson 4, JuLy 28 
THE WHEAT AND THE TARES.—Matt. 13:24-30, 36-43. 


Golden Text: “Gather ye together first the tares, and bind 
them in bundles to burn them; but gather the wheat into my 
barn.”—Matt. 13:30. 


This is also a parable about seeds, Sometimes we sow 
good thoughts, but we get mentally lazy. We do not watch 
carefully enough the kind of thoughts we allow to enter our 
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minds, and the result is tares or evil thoughts. ‘Then both 
the false and true grow together until the day of judgment. 

When we realize that there is only one power and that is 
good, and we know that to be healthy and happy we must 
obey this power, that is the day of judgment or end of the 
world. It is the end of all earthly or untrue thoughts. We 
gather the tares (thoughts of lack) and destroy them; the 
true thoughts we keep. So we see that the day of judgment 
is not to be dreaded at all. It is merely the day of awakening 
to the Truth. 


Lesson 5, AuGusT 4 
THE WORTH OF THE KINGDOM.—Matt. 13:44-53. 
Golden Text: “Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and his 


righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto you.” 
—Matt. 6:33. 


The kingdom which this lesson speaks of is within us. It 
is a place of peace and rest and perfect self-control. It is 
that state of mind where nothing can disturb us, where we 
are poised and healthy and happy all the time. 

If every day we hold thoughts of truth for a certain time, 
if we are faithful and never miss a day, we will get into the 
habit of holding good thoughts and thoughts of lack would 
not be attracted to us. Then gradually we would find that we 
were always peaceful and self-poised, healthy and joyful. 
That is the kingdom of heaven. It is better to be in the 
kingdom of heaven than to have great riches, for all good 
things come to those who are established in the kingdom. 


REMEMBER THOUGHTS 


If you want the good to grow, watch the little words 
you ‘sow. 

If you want life’s blossoms rare, pull out thoughts 
that wear and tear. 
Loving good is always brought into sight through 
loving thought. 

If you want to meet a smile, take one with you all 
the while. 

Kind and loving deeds attract, and, like the echo, 
come right back. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER a 


JULY FOURTH 


July Fourth—Indepen- 
dence Day, isn’t it? Inde- 
pendence means _ freedom. 
We all know the story of 
July fourth and we are 
glad that our forefathers 
took such a glorious stand 
for freedom. We are happy 
to think that our dear coun- 
try does not belong to Eng- 
land, for every soul of us 
rejoices in independence. 
The very thought of bond- 
age is disagreeable. And 
yet many of us are actuallyslaves. Isn’t that awful? 

If we are afraid to sleep in a draft for fear of 
catching cold; if we are afraid to climb a tree; if we 
hate any one, or if we lack perfect health, we are in the 
heaviest kind of slavery. All these things keep us in 
bondage. We are not free to enjoy life. It seems fool- 
ish for such folk to celebrate the Fourth of July. 

If we sit still every day and declare that we are 
God’s perfect, loving children, and that nothing can 
harm us or make us unhappy, we will soon outgrow our 
fears. We will find our hearts full of love for every- 
one, and our bodies strong and healthy. That is free- 
dom. 

Shall we bring ourselves out of bondage so that we 
can celebrate July fourth and every other day as Inde- 
pendence Day? 


YE EDITOR’S “SAY” 


Who says that ye Editor cannot have a corner all 
to herself, this month? 
No one; Royal’s off to the lakes, and “Papa 
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Charley” has taken Blanche and Curtis to the mountains 
of Colorado, and so ye Editor is left to put the finishing 
touches to July Wer Wispom. She is going to make 
the most of it, too, for it has been a long time since there 
was room for her “say” to her Wisdoms. 

By the way, wouldn’t you rather be called Wisdoms 
than Wees? It gives you more room for growth. Think 
what it means for you to be namesakes of Wisdom. 
The wise man says: 

“Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her 
paths are peace.” 

Let’s be Wisdoms. 

You like the story of “Carino;” many have spoken. 
about it, and Norma has studied out the real mean- 
ing of it, which is a good idea. I think the boy who 
wrote the story carries about in his heart just that 
kind of love for Nature and all living creatures which 
he ascribes to Carino. Wouldn’t you like to know his 
name? He might not like to have me tell you since he 
has not given his name to you. I will tell what you 
can do. See how near you can come to guessing it. 
You will all be glad to find another chapter of “A 
Little Girl In A Big World.” We have Sallie and Lois 
to thank for this, for like us, they wanted to hear more 
about Mrs. Johnson, and so persuaded their mamma to 
tell “some more.” 

You would have all enjoyed the fun we got out 
of the picture-taking of Curtis. It came about after this 
fashion: One day mamma Blanche came trundling 
Curtis down to Unity in his little cart. Curtis was 
ready for a lark, so Royal lined him up against the side 
of the building, and much to his joy, squinted at him 
through a little box, and snap—there you have Curtis, 
smile and all, as you see him in June Wee Wispom. 

All our Wisdoms are expected to be on time for 
the Birthday party next month. Try to get your con- 
tributions in before the 20th of July, if possible. Let’s 
everyone of us do our very best to make it the biggest 
and happiest party we have ever given Wer Wispom. 
She has been such a faithful, helpful little messenger, 
carrying to all parts .of this big world the gospel of 
loving-kindness and good health. 
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A SANE FOURTH 


“No more heathen firecrackers for me,”” 
Shouted our brave boy, little John-e;. 

They burn your hands and they singe your hair; 
And they make you feel like you didn’t care. 
I’m in for a sane Fourth of July, 

A picnic, with lots of cake and pie; 

Games and everything good for a boy— 
That’s my kind of a Fourth of July. 


Bes” Ir THERE Is A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 


1, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and | will 
fill their treasuries. 


SOME GOOD BOOKS 


FOR CHILDREN 


WEE WISDOM’S WAY Myrtle Fillmore 


Boards, price $1; paper, 25 cents. 
Nothing better was ever written for the little folks, 
or for big folks, also. The story is founded on fact 
and is most interesting, as well as full of practical 

teaching along the lines of Truth. 


TREASURE-BOX Imelda Octavia Shanklin 


Paper, envelope edition, price 50 cents. 
Written in Miss Shanklin’s usual happy vein, the 
story is as charming as any fairy tale, and yet re- 
plete with ideas which may be applied in character 
building. The children are all delighted with it. 


LOVE’S ROSES Lucy C. Kellerhouse 


Paper, price 25 cents. 
Miss Kellerhouse is noted for her delightful stories 
for the children. Under the guise of entertaining 
fiction she presents many suggestions which induce 


‘ the child to think before acting. 


JINKS’ INSIDE Harriet Hobson 
Cloth, price $1. Postage 5 cents. 
Jinks is a child of the gutter, but he has an “‘inside,”” 
as he calls it, which compels him to do certain things 
and is really troublesome. 


HOW THE FAIRIES FOUND THEIR 
WINGS Ida Belle Elliott 
Leather, 75 cents; paper, 35 cents. 
Another delightful fairy story with a purpose. Here 
the power of the imagination is brought into play in 
forming the character of the child. 
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